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terward naturally it will be awarded officially by the Fuhrer
in Berlin. You will have to return for the real investiture,3
He put the case in his pocket. 'Strange, is it not/ he went
on, cwhat rewards a hero gets? Position, money...' he
paused, 'women. All women. Any he wants are ready and
waiting to oblige the man who has so served his Fatherland,
There is no more of that sentimental morality today. Men
once more are men, and women, women: the natural order
has replaced the romantic nonsense of the past.'
Berlin. German girls. Von Brandt thought of the theatres,
the lights, the clothes, the food, the music, the beer, the songs.
The trees and mountains of his land. Before he had been rela-
tively unnoticed, but now people would point'at him...
'One of our African heroes.3 He hardly dared to think of what
he was going to do: an historic action; one that would change
the history of the world; change geography. A nation would
be reduced to starvation by the act of a single man. I am that
man, he thought: I, Fritz von Brandt. He wished his father
was alive; his mother. But no doubt they would look down
from heaven and applaud.
Marais gave him another drink. How unmoved he seemed!
How precise his action as he handled the ice cubes with a pair
of small silver tongs!
'Drink,' he said, 'then we will eat. After that, bed, for
you must rest well. Much depends on you tomorrow.' He
spoke very seriously. 'Nothing must stop you. You under-
stand?'
CI understand,3 he said. 'Nothing will stop me.5 He felt it
in his heart. Nothing would stop him. His eyes rested on
Marais' pocket. The little leather case was still in it. And
as to risk: there was little risk. That anyone should do such a
thing never appeared to have occurred to the English, though
Professor Haupt's report had been made public some years
ago and had subsequently been confirmed. They were fools.
You only had to say what you were going to do and no one